The Other Is Missing 


Jacques Lacan; Jeffrey Mehlman 


October, Vol. 40, Television. (Spring, 1987), pp. 131-133. 


Stable URL: 
http://links.jstor.org/sici?sici=0162-2870%28 198721%2940%3C131%3ATOIM%3E2.0.CO%3B2-2 


October is currently published by The MIT Press. 


Your use of the JSTOR archive indicates your acceptance of JSTOR's Terms and Conditions of Use, available at 
http://www.jstor.org/about/terms.html. JSTOR's Terms and Conditions of Use provides, in part, that unless you have obtained 
prior permission, you may not download an entire issue of a journal or multiple copies of articles, and you may use content in 
the JSTOR archive only for your personal, non-commercial use. 


Please contact the publisher regarding any further use of this work. Publisher contact information may be obtained at 
http://www. jstor.org/journals/mitpress.html. 


Each copy of any part of a JSTOR transmission must contain the same copyright notice that appears on the screen or printed 
page of such transmission. 


JSTOR is an independent not-for-profit organization dedicated to and preserving a digital archive of scholarly journals. For 
more information regarding JSTOR, please contact support @jstor.org. 


http://www. jstor.org 
Thu Feb | 07:37:18 2007 


The Other Is Missing 


I am within the work of the unconscious. 

What it shows me is that no truth reponds to malaise other than one par- 
ticular to each of those whom I call parlétres. 

There is no common impass to be found there, since nothing allows one to 
presume that they are all funneled into a common flow. 

The use of the one we find solely in the signifier does not at all found the 
unity of the real. Unless it be to furnish us with the image of the grain of sand. 
It cannot be said that even in piling up, they form a whole. An axiom is needed, 
that is: a position for saying so. 

That it might be counted, as Archimedes says, 1s but a sign of the real, not 
of any particular universe. 


I have no more School. I have lifted it from the resting point (Archimedes 
again) that I took from the grain of sand of my utterance. 

Now I have a pile—a pile of people who want me to take them. I am not 
going to make a totality out of them. 

No whole. 

I don’t need many, I said, and it’s true—but of what use is it to say so, if 
there are many who need me? 

At least who believe it (that they need me). Who believe it enough to tell 
me so in writing. 

And why shouldn't I myself believe it too? Since I count myself among the 
number of dupes, as everyone knows. 

I expect nothing from individuals, and something from a functioning. 
Consequently, I am obliged to innovate, since I have missed the boat with the 
School, for having failed to produce Analysts within it who would be of the req- 
ulsite level. ! 


1. Analyst of the School, as opposed to Analyst Member of the School, was the highest rank 
in the Ecole, the result of successfully completing the ritual of the “passe.” In the “passe,” the can- 
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Which of those selected for my jury would I have counseled to vote for 
himself should he by chance have presented his candidacy today? 

Wherefore I have no haste in reforming a school. 

But, “without my taking into account positions taken in the past concerning my per- 
son,” —a quotation from 1964—he who, having declared to me that he is con- 
tinuing with me, does so in terms that do not, to my mind, contradict the as- 
sertion in advance, is accepted by me to associate with whoever does the same. 

I in no way prejudge who is who, but entrust it to the experiment — Freu- 
dian, if possible—to be performed. 

As in the celebrated tryst of the lovers at an Opera ball. Horror when they 
let slip their masks: it was not at all he; she neither, for that matter. 

An illustration of my failure at this Hétériteg— pardon my Hubris— which 
disappointed me sufficiently for me to deliver the statement that there 1s no sex- 
ual relation. 


Freud, for his part, takes off from his phallic cause, in order to deduce 
castration from it. Which does not take place without smudges that I am under- 
taking to mop up. 

Contrary to what is said, concerning phallic bliss [jowissance], Woman, if I 
may so speak, since she doesn’t exist, is not deprived of it. 

She does not have any less of it than the man to whom her instrument 
(organon) is hooked. However little she herself is endowed with it (for let us 
acknowledge that it is slim), she none the less obtains the effect of what limits 
the other edge of that bliss, namely, the irreducible unconscious. 

It is even for that reason that women— who do indeed exist — are the best 
analysts—and occasionally, the worst. 

It is on the condition of not getting carried away by the idea of an an- 
tiphallic nature, of which there is no trace in the unconscious, that they can 
hear what in that unconscious is not intent on being uttered, but attains what is 
elaborated from it, as procuring them a properly phallic bliss. 


The Other is missing. It seems funny to me too. I can take the blow 
though, which gives you a thrill of sorts, but ’m not doing it for that. 


didate (passant) discusses his training and the conclusion of his analysis with two members-in- 
analysis (passeurs) of a jury. They in turn transmit that testimony to three Analysts of the School 
on the jury, who, along with the Director (Lacan), decide on whether or not to admit the can- 
didate as an Analyst of the School. 
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I aspire, to the day when the misunderstanding will so thrill me at coming 
from you that I will be pathic to the point of no longer insisting on it. 

If it should happen that I go away, tell yourselves that it is in order—to be 
Other at last. 

One can be satisfied with being Other like everyone else, after a lifetime 
spent being it in spite of the Law. 


January 15, 1980 


The text of this seminar appeared in Le Monde of January 26, 1980, 
preceded by the following letter: 


I am submitting to Le Monde the text of this letter, with my seminar of the 
15th, if it is willing to publish it in its entirety. 

So that it be known that no one has learned anything from me in order to 
aggrandize himself for it. 

Yes, the psychoanalyst holds his act in horror. This, to such an extent that 
he negates, disavows, and renounces it— and curses whoever reminds him of it, 
Lacan Jacques, lest his name be mentioned, even calls for the scalp of Jacques- 
Alain Miller, odious for having shown himself to be the at-least-one to have 
read him. Without any more attention than needed to established “analysts.” 

Does my pass grip them too late, that I should emerge therefrom with 
nothing of value? Or is it for having entrusted its care to someone who gives 
signs of not having perceived anything of the structure motivating it? 

Let the psychoanalysts not grieve over what I am alleviating them of. As 
for the experience, I am not abandoning it. As for the act, I am giving them the 
chance to face up to it. 


January 24, 1980 


